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When he had gone back Charles spoke to
Doreen, and she was evasive. She'd certainly go
to the dance if he wished, but she would rather
he came, too. To make it easier for her he said
that perhaps he would, but only the following
day something happened to stop that.

Charles was feeling very much better. It might
be the medicine that Dr. McArthur had pre-
scribed, but he chose to think it was the fact
that he had argued with himself and had now
convinced himself that the diagnosis had been
entirely wrong, and that there was nothing what-
ever the matter with him. The angina would
go on for years; it was not getting worse, and,
anyway, the little black cat, harbinger of good
fortune, would see to that.

He went across the lake with the idea of seeing
the estate the other side. It was not often thai
he went there, for this part was devoted to shrub-
beries, very charming in spring, when the lilacs
and laburnums were in flower, and the prunus,
but then they passed through a phase when there
were no flowers, and nobody walked there until
the old mulberry tree bore fruit.

Today he decided that he would go across and
see if he could not lay out a new garden there.
He had had an idea of starting a knot garden;
it had occurred to him only last night, when he
was reading an old book on Hampton Court,
which had made constant references to the knot
garden there,

" I'd like to get one here," he told Doreen.
** I've always fancied them/' she said, " and it
would, remind me of the convent."